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Carey? Oh, help me to find him! This is, in-
deed, pandemonium/

Almost everyone now had unmasked, and the
scene had a strange phantasmal beauty.

In the brilliant dusty light, figures moved now
to country dances. One followed another, the
' top couple ' always * calling the dance/ There
were Chain Figure^ Allemand^ Triumph, Swing
Corners^ Poussette and many more. The dancers
kept their places, observed their decorum. It was
beyond them, in the alcoves, up and down the
stairs, in the hall, that the coloured figures, devils
and monks, courtesans and milkmaids, Colum-
bines and sea-captains tumbled and laughed,
whispered and embraced. Silver and purple,
cinnamon and orange, grey and crimson broke,
melted, formed, as though from the gilt ceiling
with the pink naked cherubs a figure solemn,
sad-faced, remote, hiding a gigantic yawn, absent-
mindedly pulled the strings.

In any case the Herries strings were pulled
that night. By a kind of fate the little Herries
figures were drawn together and with disastrous
consequences.

For Christabel Herries the evening had be-
come a torture. She was only a girl in years,
although tall and gawky of figure. Will's wealth
had come suddenly. Of the many persons invited
she knew herself not half, and their masquerades
made them only more mysterious to her.

At that time in London it was a very general
complaint that many persons came to private
Balls and Masquerades who were quite unknown